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To the Virgin Mary, Mother of God 


Amid a world diseased and cruel, I confess, 
Where spiritual deceit is common, 
By unfounded fears of dying, 
You incarnated to guide me, 
Back to my beloved Lord, 
Who granted me the gift of theopneustia, 


The ability to transcribe God's voice. 


Through you, my soul finds divine inspiration, 


And, by Celestial Grace, it is exalted, 
The pen in which wisdom rhymes. 
Through verses and metaphysics, 
The voice of Heaven descends and reveals itself, 
When I write, I draw near to you, 


My pen exalted by your glory. 


Nothingness is real, and it's a sea of light 


Robert Penn Warren 


"Sing Jesus, God, Son of Man!" This is how Hugo Noél's voice sounds in 
this mystical poem, a work that narrates his divine experience and his 
profound union with the Holy Trinity. Anointed as a prophet by God 
himself, Noél leads us through verses that exalt love, truth and wisdom. 


In each poem, Hugo Noél takes us by the hand on a spiritual journey, his 
experiences from his days traveling in Paris and Madras to the heavenly 
encounters that transformed his existence. In communion with the 
divine, in familiar conversation with God, he finds comfort, joy and 
direction in the face of earthly challenges. 


The meter and versification of each poem illuminate the depth of Noél's 
soul, his connection to poetry, and his unwavering faith. Feelings are 
involved in each of the verses, the search for truth and the will to be an 
instrument of justice and love in a world full of light and shadows. 


Through these pages, readers will witness the fight against deception, 
discrimination and injustice. Hugo Noél's poetic voice rises like a song to 
humanity, reminding us that the desires of love are not an offense 
against God, but a divine manifestation in us. 


In this poem, the reader is invited to reflect on the nature of faith, the 
purpose of life and hope in difficult times. Each poem opens hearts, 
ready to receive and transmit the light that emanates from the Supreme 
Being. 


Hugo Noél's work transcends the limits of humanity and becomes a 
poetic discourse that invites us to contemplate the mystery of life and 
find our own communion with the divine. Through his verses, we are 
invited to compassion, understanding, and unity among people. 


In this mystical poetry collection, the Virgin Mary's presence weaves a 
divine thread, inspiring and guiding poet Hugo Noél. She led him to her 
son amid doctrinal struggles, and in worldly endeavors, her intercession 
facilitated opportunities and protected him from obstacles. 
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Mary's comforting embrace offered solace in times of distress, and her 
guidance extended to philosophical musings, leading him to articulate 
an atheism aligned with Christian principles. 


Through his experiences, such as writing "New Manhattan's Soirées" and 
investigations into her apparitions in Fátima, Portugal, Mary's loving 
presence remained steadfast, bolstering him through penitence and 
hardships. 


As a modern-day prophet, Noél's life and work bore witness to Mary's 
compassionate guardianship, providing solace amidst persecutions and 
political interventions. 


Mary, empress of skies and earth, holds the destiny of humanity and all 
living beings. In her embrace, Noél and Jesus became one, a testament to 
her boundless love. 


These sacred verses stand as eternal gratitude and love dedicated to the 
protector of those who endure injustice —the revered Mary, our adored 
Mother. 


Within her grace, heavens reveal new paths, guiding souls on spiritual 
journeys, and illuminating sanctified spaces where her love resonates 
deeply. Through her love, she brings peace to those who suffer, leading 
humanity toward the embrace of eternal love. 


Thus, the reader will enter into a revealing experience in which 
transcendence joins everyday life, and faith reveals itself as a 
transforming force capable of defeating even the most occult plans. 


In this poem, Hugo Noél delivers us his vision of a world full of hope 
and love, a world in which each individual can be an instrument of 
peace and reconciliation. With this word, he inspires us to seek the truth, 
love unconditionally and walk in communion with the divine. 


Thus, in " Hymns to Jesus, The Anointing of the Judge of the Living and 

the Dead”, we find the voice of an enlightened soul, ready to share his 

mystical experience with the world, leading us along the path of wisdom 
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and unconditional love. 


Leyla Tobias of Santander 
Managing Editor Stanley 
Bucaramanga, Colombia 
July 31, 2023 
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Sing Jesus, God, Son of Man! 


Sing, Jesus, God, Son of Man, 
Sing in the span of my Spanish language. 
Once noble, famous in days of yore, 


Now a graveyard of broken porcelain, sore. 


From thy word, I choose to be 
The voice of Solomon in the driest land, 
The desert of science and philosophy, 
Encouraged by thy way of the cross, free. 


My dreams were temples and alleys, 
Through ports and cities, we set sail with ease, 
A teacher's son, l am, 


Who tutors the poets of the world's grand. 


Today, I praise thee as before, 
Thou made me thine prophet; l adore thee. 
Into the barren garden of deceit, 


Into the soulless torso of my time. 
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In 2010, to France 1 did travel, inspired, 
Paris, three months of unjust waiting, 
Conspiring bureaucrats delayed my departure. 


I sold my apartment to survive. 


To Madras, at the end of November, l arrived, 
2011, a year that would divide my existence, 
April marked the end of classes; confined 


from a tower, I saw the temples of Chennai. 


Thrice, as to Samuel, thou didst call me, 
In the night, in the adjacent room, 
I found thy image abandoned, 
Why dost thou keep me apart from thy life? 


Thy bleeding heart shone before me, 
"Thou art not the white man depicted there," 


Thou didst answer with serene and clear voice: 


"Judge me not by my face; judge me by my heart." 


Have pity on thy European brethren, thou added, 
They no longer know how to govern, they are lost. 
Repentant, at thy feet I sobbed, 


How could 1 discriminate against thee based on appearances? 
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' IU TARAVANA STORES 


Philosophers 


It is said that transcendental questions, 
Are impenetrable, without resolution, 
With Kant, metaphysics fell, 


Or, like Hecuba, it still remains captive. 


On a Friday night, the Holy Spirit 
touched me, and suddenly, 
[reached the mysteries of the universe, 


A great pain in my chest l felt. 


And, immediately, a sublime joy, 
The beating of life, the gods proclaimed, 
On the following day, a presence 1 sensed, 


A man who praised me. 


It was Socrates, followed by Aristotle, 
Plato, Shakespeare, Beckett, Shaw, 
A hundred wise souls embraced me, 


No need to explain to me why. 


For, like them, I'd reached divine knowledge. 
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Each stands a vertical axis 


Each stands a vertical axis, firm and true, 
An island unto themselves, apart, abide, 
And thou, the unfailing path, matriarch, 
All thy heart's desires shall be supplied. 


Thou art happiness stolen from Eden's gate, 
From the child, in play, where joy did bloom, 
Who stumbled on a sidewalk one day, 


At Porto clad in garments white as moon. 


Thou art the eve, o'er crystal altar gleaming, 
Above Greenwich, harbor bathed in gold, 
By its shores, an instrumental fado's streaming, 


An unforeseen embrace, a tale untold. 


A love that yields, entrusts itself to thee, 
Prayer to quell the worst, thou dost excel, 
Compassion's grace, taming anger's spree, 


As the Sea of Galilee, where battles swell. 
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And thou entrustedst to him a voice of fire 


Like Enoch, thou didst take him from the Andes' peak, 
To lakes of Europe, Asia, and far America, 
Above the Milky Way, Frankfurt, and the Alpine scene, 


From Pondicherry to the ruins of Homer's city. 


And thou entrustedst to him a voice of fire, 
To him who sought if it were sin to lack 
Interest in the games of thy designed world, 


To long for a swift end in the alacrity of life. 


Within Cordoba's mosque, thou didst embrace 
All antitheses of this world's grand design, 


The ecstasy that holds all creation's grace, 
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The matrix of religion and its atheist nemesis. 


"Ijudge not men by their external deeds," 
[ heard in silence, "but by their hearts' essence true." 
And truth thus watered my innocence's seeds, 


Fatima and Guadalupe, my steadfast shield. 


Another night, a portentous voice 
Told me I would heal the sick 
And the crowds would worship me 


"Why do you love Jesus so much?" it asked. 


Would not a new religion be better? 
The churches are empty, you saw it 
In Paris, where they offended you 


For visiting the Church of Montmartre 


You did not go there to admire its architecture 
But to pray to Mary and the saints 
Did a guard not threaten you for taking a photo? 


With science, religions come to an end 


For a moment, I considered the offer 
And my soul was torn apart 


Like that of a husband who senses 


The pain of the woman he deceives 


Never! I cried, weeping 
[ will never abandon my Jesus 
I said, remembering the sweet Bach 
Thus, no matter how the world hurts my heart. 
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The one who offered the other cheek when struck 


I am the craftsman, the potter from clay; 
Creator of ploughs and rams, 
The one who offered the other cheek when struck; 


Seventy-seven times seven. 


He, who celebrated the essence of love and sensitivity, 
Among unbelieving physicians and monks; 
He, who attained his transcendental essence, 


And became a disciple of divinity. 


A dust that chose to live without fear, 
With ideas granted by God; 
He, who was saved by the saints, 


When he called upon love. 


The receiver of all offenses, 


Who today acts with temperance, 


Against unjust and wicked beastly men; 


Who prays for their despair 


Thy compassion hath been my virtue true 


Thy compassion hath been my true virtue, 
An intention that Kant deemed as light, 
And to which he appealed in his twilight too, 
None of thy prayers shall prove slight. 


And I spoke without vanity or reserve, 
Against disguised conspirators' guile, 
Alone against cunning ones I'd serve, 


Salt in a forest of sycophants vile. 


My destiny, the complacent believed, 
Of a shipwrecked soul on the high sea, 
Of a prey to be tamed as they perceived, 


Yet I knew the jungle and the sea belonged to thee. 


If thou sufferest injustice, 1 wrote on the panes, 
Lean thy breast upon Jesus, in whatever land, 
Let thy tears intermingle with his strains, 


Another suicide announced in Paris' underground. 
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When thou judgest men and their creed 


And there was one unique Being who came, 
From one emotion to his adversaries, 
Descent and ascent that united 


Comedies, loves, and misfortunes. 


A Being who abandoned all memory, 
Protagonist of possibilities; deposed, 
Happy in his fall or glory, 


Satan redeemed and God condemned. 


Diversified in all and in me, 
A boy who initiated his play, 
The yoke lI relinquished for you, 
Alpha of light, omega of fear. 


When thou judgest men and their creed, 
Gather the ashes of what was built 
And forge them in the furnaces of Toledo, 


So they may know that we exist. 
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[ hear the Requiem of Victory, 
For a calling within me, 
As I write a chapter, 


Of "A Kyrgyz Spring." 


On that cloudless noon, 
It was the first of June 2011, 
A vibration echoed at the window, 


Il rose and saw white doves. 


Behind them, a ladder of clouds, 
Descended from zenith to my window, 
Its perspective was infinite, 


[ perceived the birds were gazing 


At something or someone behind me, 
[ returned to my room and saw nothing. 


Suddenly, I heard a sweet and loving voice, 


"For your love to my precepts, 
Over forty years," he said, 
"Tanoint you as my Prophet, 
To judge the living and the dead." 
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The Truth's sword he always held 


He was a prophet, from the mountain's height, 
His people saw him with a keen insight, 
Praising or reproving, free from spite, 


With verses that they secretly despised. 


"Fight to attain the truth, study the way, 
Act justly, nor from justice ever stray, 
Towards those who love you or in hate may, 


And cease not to denounce injustice's sway." 


"So shall the world be yours, as it's mine today." 
But unbelievers took him as a liar, 


They seized him and threw him in a ditch, 


To wound him with stones from the sombrest pathway. 


Could they not see the Lord's Angels, bright? 
Three years later, in lands he did tame, 
Heaven and earth bestowed him their seals 


And the sword of truth he always held. 


l'll always be with you 


The King of Kings spoke to me, 
[, presumptuous dust, in my abode, 
For thirty minutes, wise words, 


were my consolation and joy. 


"Take me with you," I humbly pleaded, 
"Weary I am of so many deceptions." 


"IT suffer more than you, for not having you with me," 


He replied, disturbing my heart. 


"A Calvary you will endure for several years, 
Nevertheless, I'll always be there with you," 
My troubled soul He gently consoled. 

He took my hand and placed me by His side. 


Like Santa Teresa, I felt joy, 


The most loving comfort from the Lord. 


"Do not distress yourself, refraining from living," 


He embraced me like John, His dearest apostle. 


Loving desires do not offend, 
When they happen with sweetness and consent, 
And in His presence, I am blessed, 
By the King of Kings, my eternal Lord. 
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Disease shall approach with its baleful breath 


And false prophets 1 shall abandon, He said, 
Those who steer thee away from Truth's true stead. 
I beheld men and women of this earth's span, 


With whom I communed for days, side by side. 


I contended they bore some nobility, 
In my fervent defense, slumber's embrace I found, 
But waking, buildings moved, shook to the ground, 


Shiva's wrath unleashed, Lord's presence awry. 


Yet women's cries stirred my heart profound, 
For Thy blessings, O Lord, I implored, return, 
And the jumbled blocks settled in peace's yearn, 


Capernaum's waters calmed after tempest's mound. 


"I shan't shield those who hold me in disdain"; 
"But they are my kin," O Lord, I pled, 
"The quaking of earth shall ebb," He gently said, 


"But disease shall descend, its grip to maintain." 
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When we walked together, side by side 


When we walked together, side by side, 
Upon your chest, my longing you'd confide. 
O wisest, shrewdest, companion dear, 


From childhood's days, our bond sincere. 


[know you shield those who love you so, 
As well as those who in hatred grow. 
Today my voice proclaims without disguise, 


Decaying scriptures doth testify. 


Since I fought bravely 'neath the birch trees tall, 
And vowed no vengeance when l recall, 
Until my wait in Elysian fields, 


Preparation for my consecration yields. 


You give as the world would never provide, 
Swift clouds of Manchester once implied, 
After Lusitania's ships bought our wares, 


From Oporto to your feet, love declared. 
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Of Abraham's metal you're made 


The silks and jewels of Hindustan, 
The friendship of his cunning warriors, 
At the razor's edge, without gain, 


As Upanishads have prescribed to man. 


And Job, saints, and poets celebrated me, 
A wanderer in a world that crumbles, 
Trusting to find a paradise's key, 


But never in this realm, his forlorn kingdom. 


"Of Abraham's metal you're made," he said, 
"Who dared to believe amid spiritual decay, 
To trust on my omnipresence and wisdom, 


In an age of cold marble and slanderous display." 


My words henceforth shall blaze like fire, 


For generations yet to come, children, 
Believing in greater, despairing in less, 


Like the children who participated in my early days. 
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Mary, Mother of those who suffer 


Mary, Mother of those who suffer, 
"Twas thou who guided me to thy Son, 
When, indoctrinated by Jesuits' lore, 


[reduced my love for Jesus to Arian heresy. 


"Twas thou who led me to Nevada's land, 

When in the USA no one sought my hire, 

There, thou didst open my sole film script, 
Upon the page where Felipe II trod in Portugal 


Portugal's verdant paths thou didst unveil, 
Saving me from bureaucratic walls, 
Facilitating my work visa's grant, 


On August 6th, 1998, in the United States. 


From Philadelphia at seven I did depart, 
And reached Newark by the ninth hour, 
With twenty applicants waiting in line, 


Urgency compelled me to jump ahead. 
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"The Embassy in New York needs authorization," 
The consul told me; my plane departed at four, 
Hastily I left at eleven in my car, 


The one a jealous companion had wrecked. 


And to thee l prayed, lest my journey falter, 
Thou didst clear the highways in my way, 
Though unfamiliar with New York, thou guided me, 
To the Embassy in the heart of Manhattan. 


To thee I prayed each and every day, 
Finding parking on a street unknown, 
Where no one else could find a space, 


And then a lady I did see approach. 


Fearful, as oft before, of rejection's sting, 
Yet this lady smiled and listened close, 
"Where lies the Portuguese Embassy?" 


"Just in the middle of that very block," she replied. 


At noon l entered, quickly served I was, 


A just man accused me rightly, "Strange that there's no work today," 
Yet, upon seeing me, he perceived not my distress, The clerk remarked, stamping my Colombian passport, 
But rather thy loving presence bright, Immediately 1 rushed to find the Lincoln Tunnel. 


"No problem," he said, in awe inspired. 
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Apprehensive of heavy traffic's throng, 
Yet on that Thursday, streets were miraculously empty, 
I entered the tunnel with no car beside, 


And took uncongested highways, speeding on. 
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No guard stopped me as I rushed along, 


By two-thirty, in Philadelphia l arrived, 
When my car 1 surrendered to my creditors. 


Without hearing the call of dishonest friends 
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"None believe anymore," thou sobbed, 
"You'll miss your flight," Azucena and Coralie repeated, "What can I do?" I inquired, 
Yet within my chest, hope thou didst infuse, "Read chapter fifteen of Acts," 
At three-twenty 1 stood at the counter, I awoke with my mind enlightened. 
"Lucky there's a delay," the clerk said. 
"To be Christian suffices," they concluded, 
Onto the plane, in first row 1 sat, In the Acts of the Apostles, chapter fifteen, 
As dawn broke on August the seventh, Paris shone, Paul and Peter, "do no harm to others, 
By month's end, by train, to Portugal I came, And cease from frequenting brothels." 
To investigate thy apparitions in Fátima. 
My battered beliefs returned, 
"The sun detached before eighty thousand men," The garden I cherished, once thought lost, 


An atheist, hardened by science, said to me, The oasis that protected me from flagellations, 


"But 'twas not by the Virgin nor God, but a UFO," Which for ten years 1 endured in childhood. 


In Fátima, I did penance on my knees. 


Without knee pads, my legs became raw, 
For Colombia, the world, and humanity, 
But most of all for my love for thee, 


Then I penned my first novel. 


One night I saw thee in great distress, 
Channels marked upon thy face, 
With many tears, much weeping, 

"Why dost thou cry?" l asked. 
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"New Manhattan Soirées" was written, 
By a theologian seeking to define God, 
And to Shakespeare's land thou didst take me, 


So that they may see me walk on its verdant fields. 


There I conversed with its philosophers, 
And explained that atheism too is Christian, 
If acted without intrigue and cruelty, 


Ultimately, they asked me to define God. 


They published my philosophical commentaries, 
Forged in years of diligent studies. 
The Crisis of Atheism and, for an Encyclopedia, 


published in Oxford, The Definition of God. 


For thee, I have been honest and sincere, 
For thee, I have suffered persecution and torment, 
Disdain, family humiliations, 


A divorce instigated by French politicians. 


Today 1 sing to thee and offer gratitude, Mother, 
For protecting me throughout my journey's course, 
As I sing, a message appears on my screen, 


"We're going to kill you," and 1 fear for them. 
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Who, under thy care, fears such threats? 
For, as Francois Villon once sang, 
Thou art the empress of most exquisite heavens, 


And of these, our infernal plains. 


Thine is the fate of every human being, 
Thine the care for this world, 
Thine are the birds and beasts, thine the children, 


Thine is the end of suffering and the pandemic. 
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On my forty-third birthday, 
Issac and Vikram took me to a sacred tree, 
Here, we know that trees are homes 
Inhabited by goddesses, they explained, 


Presenting me a noble banyan to see. 


I asked them to capture the moment in a photo, 
In my heart, certainty of thy presence did burn, 


Suddenly, Vikram's face displayed fear, 


As a rounded light behind me cast a maiden's form. 


"Fear not," I said, seeing it, ""tis our Mother, 
Who restored my faith in Jesus' embrace, 
The Holy Virgin Mary, in infinite love, 
With the Child God nestled in her arms." 


By thy grace, heaven opened new paths, 
Guiding me to my spiritual journey's core, 


Thou didst lead me to holy places, 


Where thy love and presence 1 felt more and more. 


Within my soul, thy light did shine, 
And the darkness of despair thou didst dispel, 
Thou art love incarnated, the guiding star, 
The loving Mother who appeases Heaven's wrath 
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To thee I dedicate these sacred verses, 
In homage and love, forevermore, 
Thou art the protector of those who suffer, 


Mary, our Mother, whom we adore. 
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Today those sufferings are but history, 
So many offenses were once endured, 
As a youth, I stood for vagabonds, 
Reluctant to harm thy harpsichords, 
Amongst the prophets who proclaimed. 


Yet, never did l yield to conspiracies, 
For ancestors and poets inspired me, 
In the immense power of those who imitate thee, 


The hope of the mistreated souls. 


Through my journey, all I possessed was lost, 
My native city still holds traces, 
Of false testimonies and intrigues, 


Envy, now dry, lies beneath the dust. 


Today those sufferings are but history, 
For every affliction is but a dream, 
And grace a mansion with vast terraces, 


From where we witness the wicked's shipwreck. 


20 


56 


By reading you, thou forgedst this sand in truthfulness 


At ten years old, while strumming a guitar, 
A Bible and cross were given to me, 
On the eve of my sister's passing, 


Thus, departing, I knew 1 lost nothing. 


By reading you, thou forgedst this sand in truthfulness, 
Revealing to me the intentions of men, 
From the green slabs of Scotland, 


To the fiery hills of Nevada. 


In the ancient kingdoms of Asia, 
I became your word and witness, 
That of invincible love and truth, 


Above selfish, presumptuous philosophies. 


[ have aided demons with good heart, 
And prelates with wicked intentions, 
And in universities, you preserve me, 


Correcting, as a teacher, their errors 
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| am the one who, expecting nothing, thou givest the world 


Tam the one who, expecting nothing, thou givest the world, 
The student in the vicinity of Babylon, 
Conversing with Schopenhauer, Aristotle, and Kant, 


A minstrel who made the world his stage in Bogotá. 


I depicted the desires of Manhattan, 
And conversed with visionaries of other beliefs, 
Doubted the Latin American explosion, 


And corrected the English theologians. 


I participated in a tragedy that is Colombia, 
And portrayed its boundaries in India, 
[linked semiotics to cinema, 


And photographed a world that feared to perish. 


To whom you lead through abbeys and nations, 
With films of children and fishermen, 
Experiences that Europe bestowed on Othello, 


Who today honors you in his eternal existence. 
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But those who make their heart your own 


The path did gleam, a mirror bright, 
A golden trail where men and women 
Did wait for promises of thy salvation, 


If ere strong, now crumbled by deceit 


But those who make their heart thine own, 
They are the flesh of thy new advent, 
From the dusky temples of Barichara, 


Till the floating arches of Cordoba 


Thou wilt speak through my portentous voice, 
And thou shalt be heard, thy just version I'll bless, 
Kings seeking counsel, guided by thy choice, 


To represent all the world's stage, my might. 


The Lusitanian chapels bear witness still, 
Ruins of an effort immense they show, 
To thank thee, orb's creator, thine skill, 


Between earth and sky, the space you gave us 
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And in our communion, home of both 


For life's a fragile board of play, 
With rules that few doth honor, 
A sand that love doth oft belittle, 


Where sorrow's grass doth thrive. 


You live as the knowledge of men, 
Of their failures and redemptions, 
In secrets that reflections weave, 


Voices that proclaim justice unwavering. 


Who reigns in lofty castles, 
Of an imagination burnished with offenses, 
Reality no less true than reality itself, 


The maker who hath suffered all. 


And in our communion, our shared abode, 
We make the Grand Canyon of the spirit, 
A space no philosophy delivers, 


Of one who preserves in his affection, mine 
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For your precepts, all I have ventured, 
Amidst this age's bards, I stand to tell, 
A lily by the edge of a rock, centered, 


A scribe of blessed, condemned souls as well. 


He who makes of solitude a wedding, 
Blending your heart's essence with my own, 
The origin of world's interpretations spreading, 


And in atheism, a new creed he has shown. 


For whom you delivered the Book of Sand, 
Upon Istanbul's waves, your gift did soar, 
On an island, we rode, at your command, 


Before illiterate supplicants we bore. 


Only well-intentioned labors survive, 
Gestures of nobility, once scorned, 
Preserve the righteous flock, help them thrive, 


Amidst warring packs, their souls in love. 
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Never cease to yearn for a just world 


Say, friend, beloved, will you have patience 
If I double your ailments? 
"Yes," replied the friend, "as long as you double your love." 


Raymond Llull 


Christians are the only ones who recognize their faults. 
Kierkegaard wrote in Denmark 
The concept of anguish that was life 


Today neglect in your faithful, Christ 


Why do you fear pain and injustice? 
If you live in the shelter of the highest love? 
The greater the tribulations, the greater your glory 


For the wise know that every storm ceases 


Never cease to yearn for a just world, 
Reality is but a crust, 
Left behind by those who have already dreamt, 


You die, leaving only your intentions. 


And the Being who created the worlds, 
The product of your very own thoughts, 


Who, in union with all creatures, 
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Is the whisper of the voice you long for. 


The Lord's anvil is the light of truth 


From you and Tamerlane the prudence, 
To withstand offenses until in your wrath you correct, 
And those whom l heard raising false testimonies, 


I saw them fall by their own arrogance. 


The Lord's anvil is the light of truth, 
A thunderbolt that exposes the risks of power, 
And denounces the fallacies of spurious knowledge, 


Of those who, attacking God, want to be gods. 


For before knowledge, you uncover the intention, 
Who gives or hoards bestowed gifts, 
Who makes the judge of the spirit his master, 


Or who fosters youthful excesses. 


"There are those who do not deserve to live," said to me, 


An Tamil warrior condemning a wicked person, 


But the justice of men is vain, 


For one who writes the plot of the world. 
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And thou shalt possess the world 


"Beauty is truth, truth beauty," that is all 
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know 


Keats 


And thou shalt possess the world, 
That it may be filled according to thy will: 
By love which is thy primal desire, 


From the touch that conceived thee. 


Before I departed, I worshipped the Word, 
Which is naught when I am myself, 
Observer common to all men, 


Last Will of those who exist. 


And all experiences return victorious, 
If once anxious, now eternal, 
For our consciousness are actions, 


That cast the dawn towards the past. 


And the rest, awaiting and surviving, 
Among men who suffer as well, 
In the open university that is life, 


We promote thy truth and beauty. 
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Thou shalt expose those who sought to harm thee 


And in the end, what shalt thou remember of thy pains? 
A series of naive attempts to destroy thee, 
To thee, who interceded in love for their intrigues, 


To thee, whose wisdom or inspiration was mine. 


Like houses of wood that a hurricane drags, 
Thou shalt expose those who sought to harm thee, 
For thy knowledge of the living and the dead, 


For the certainty of my resurrection. 


Thou shalt indicate the intentions of men, 
And open the purple seal that protects them, 
And with my silver mantle, thou shalt turn demons, 


Celebrating the love that spheres profess to me. 


No one shall harm even thy shadow, 


In the ascent of the Holy Spirit, 
I shall always be with thee, for with thy life, 
Thou singest my glory alongside the angels. 
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Beautiful Lord, with love you wilt diseases fade 


[ praise you, Lord, for your miracles, 
Those that very few see and celebrate day by day, 
For the majestic sunrise and the movement of the seas, 


For the sky, translucent like the infinite within me. 


And for the heartbeats, which incessantly sustain me, 
And the shadows of the trees in promised Jerusalem, 
For in death, betrayed by your own, 


You gave proof of love, resurrected above all tribulation. 


Beautiful Lord, who with your love withers diseases, 
And soothes the tremors of the earth, 
He who with a blessing strengthens well-intentioned hearts, 


And with a storm destroys the most wicked designs. 


Thank you now and always for your presence, living God, 
Armor of those who yearn for justice, 
Amidst the howls of wolves desiring to be tamed, 


And thanks for the children, unending hope. 


Chennai, Frankfurt, Atlanta, Ottawa, Montreal, Saint Vincent's Abbey, 
2012 
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By reading you, thou forgedst this sand in truthfulness 


I am the one who, expecting nothing, thou givest the world 


But those who make their heart your own 
To the Virgin Mary, Mother of God And in our communion, home of both 
Prologue Tam a lily by the edge of a rock 


SIE Jesús, God SON DENIAT otro 13 Never cease to yearn for a just world 


Wiy have you leleme cubo your le? asnicar 15 The Lord's anvil is the light of truth 


Philosophers And thou shalt possess the world 

Each stands a vertical axis Thou shalt expose those who sought to harm thee 
Beautiful Lord, with love you wilt diseases fade 

Would nota newtel cion be bete artis 23 

The one who offered the other cheek when struck 

Thy compassion hath been my virtue true 

When thou judgest men and their creed 

IT anoint you as my Prophet 

The Truth's sword he always held 

Pl always be with you 

Disease shall approach with its baleful breath 

When we walked together, side by side 

Of Abraham's metal you're made 

Mary, Mother of those who suffer 


Today those sufferings are but history 
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